The Voyage

Where does the journey look which the watcher upon the

quay,

Standing under his evil star, so hitterly envies?
When the mountains swim away with slow calm strokes,

and the gulls
Abandon their vow? Does it still promise the Juster Life?

And, alone with his heart at last, does the traveller find
In the vaguer touch of the wind and the fickle flash of the

sea
Proofs that somewhere there exists, really, the Good

Place,
As certain as those the children find in stones and holes?

No, he discovers nothing: he does not want to arrive.
The journey is false; the false journey really an illness
On the false island where the heart cannot act and will

not suffer:
He condones the fever; he is weaker than he thought; his

weakness is real

But at moments, as when the real dolphins with leap and

abandon

Cajole for recognition, or, far away, a real island
Gets up to catch his eye, the trance is broken: he remem-
bers

*

The hours, the places where he was well; he helieves in joy.
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